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Rhoda, the elder said, meant a rose, or

something like it. But sureiy. if there was

anything of the rose about Miss Rhody,
It was a faded, a pressed and withered one.
And yet a certain hint of the sweetness of
the rose always hung about her. perhaps
spiritualized, but none the less sweet. The
children r?cogniaed It, for It was Miss
Rhody who put the battered brown paper
on their bruises and consoled them for their
buirps. now with an apple when no one
else had apples.for Miss Rhody's few trees
always bore on the cfT year.and now with
a shining square of loaf sugar from the
great cone wrapped in purple paper which
seemed to them a part of the wonders of
the outlandish countries on the other side
of the world where people walked head
down as the flies do on the ceiling. And
now and th'n she consoled one of the ten-
derest and dearest with a kiss instead,
which the l.tile thing endured for the sake
of the cuddling on the soft shoulder, the
agreeablt-ness of the half-guessed scent of
dried roses that she was never without, and
the doll-baby rags that came afterward.
And the y^ung girls recognized it, for tt
was to Miss Rhody they came with the
weighty confidences of their hopes and their
griefs and hesitations, their gushes and
blushes, and it was from her that they had
the excellent sdvlce which :hey never fol¬
lowed. The mothers recognized it. for it
was not only that Miss Rhody came to
them in their illnesses and the illnesses ol
their ohildren, nor that she brought them
the bunch of peonies for the psrlor pitcher,
but she seemed to have an insight into ex-

pf riences which she had never shared, and
gave them siient sympathy at unexpected
moments when they would have been the
last to confess they needed it. And the old
people recigrized it. too; but. loth to say.
not altogether with the same friendliness
of feeling toward it; for it was Miss Rhody
who so long had dressed their dear ones for
the last long rest that they knew she was
the one likely to perform that office for
themselves, and that flower-like sweetness
of hers had to them something of the qual¬
ity of the flowers blossoming on graves.
There was only one person on all the

shore really indifferent to this poor charm
of Miss Rhody's. and that was Will Ma¬
ther. who never perceived any charm at
all about her. and who looked on her with
a good-natured indulgence as he would
have looked on Ann Mather's canary had
it escaped and come across his way. and
who never thought of her when he did
not see her. Her pale, thin personality
was such a colorless thing beside that of
her cousin Ann. the black-eyed, red-
checked beauty, or even beside the tender,
smiling loveliness of the pretty Sally,
whom Tom Brier would have died for.
and whom Humphrey Lavendar had made
his own. She was, in fact, to Will Mather
only like the shadow of some one else, and
Will Mather was the only one whose feel¬
ing in regard to herself had any vital sig¬
nificance to Miss Rhody.
Every time that he came home from a

voyage, more bluff and burly and trump¬
et-toned than before, all the suggestions
of the romance of the deep seas gathered
about him in her fancy, and the whole
outside foreign world came with him. He
was the hero of wild wrestles with
wind and weather; what dangers of night
and storm had threatened him; what tri¬
umphs were his when he brought his
white canvas into port: For Will was now
the captain of the Man-o'-Mull, a man ot
mark and of authority in the village of
the shore. But to Miss Rhody he had
been as much as this, and more, before
ever he ran away to sea: always an ideal,
always a being of adventure. It might
have seemed to another that she wavered
a little In her allegiance when Humphrey
Lavendar took the hand of his crazy
mother as she was dancing in the street
and put her shawl about her and led her
home, and Rhody ran and took her other
hand, sharing with Humphrey the shame
and pain of the thing he was one day to
inherit. But it was nothing of the sort.
Humphrey was some one in distress, and
.he went to him just as she went to the
hurt creature, out of the abundance of her
heart s tenderness. But as for Will he
would never be one of those tn any'dis¬
tress, for even be-fore she was a dozen
years old she had felt all that was potent
and fortunate, and that captivated all the
girls In town. In his strong and reckless
nature even before he climbed the out¬
side of the meeting house steeple to res¬
cue a parrot that had taken a flight of
fancy to the vane and had hurt Its wing
and feared to try its fatu downward. To
be sure, he was thrashed for it. "And de-
¦erved it," Mid Will; "but I had the
climb.

"I'll teach you to frighten your mother
again, you ship's monkey." cried his fath¬
er. But Will saw the twinkle in his fath¬
er s eye for all the blows, and knew there
was a bubbling pride over the boy's
achievement in the old sailor's heart "A
chip of the old block," the father' was
muttering to himaelf as he put up the stran.
and that in spite of the fact that he had
been heard to say that he would rather
the boy died young than live to follow his
fathers path In blue water.
But nothing of that mattered to Rhodv

and to the little public, to Ann and Flora
and Humphrey, to Sally and Tom Brier
and Joy Hodge and the rest of them. t»
whom the thrashing was an affair of every

a*i>;,,but the climbing set their nerves to
thrilling and their blood to spinning. They
Held .oundl among themselves, and knew
that H")ner or later it was decreed in fate
that Will Mather would run away to sea
And he was as _-ood as their w-ord. To sea
he went, and when he came back breezv
and brown and rolling in his gait, he could
have had any girl on the shore for the
asking-exrept Sally. It u hardlv any
sacrifice of her maiden modesty to say he
could have had Rhody; although I do not
know but the asking would have surprised
her out of the possibility, for she did not
look on him as girls look upon a lover but
as a subject looks upon a king, as a slav?
upon a master; he was the hero of the long
unwritten romance she was spelling out
and reading every hour. But Will Mather
hardly knew that poor Rhody existed, other
than as part of the dim outlines and phan¬
tasmagoria that fill up the background of

rti,1**".1\ "Memories. Her cousin Ann j
h r lashing eyes and sparkling

thl, in? and gay spirit, all
'n^d. filled up the foreground of

it «, £2? When he took "hil> a*3"1
L ,

Anns promise that she would
ife when he should ship first

whin h
bat Will wanted to go to sea for.

£ith h"/ °A ",aT ,V hom<* and be happy
.

'Ann could never imagine; but
Khod, understood It all. She. too. without
££ istJSSTthe tune wm Ma,her"

God help me, save I take a part
Of danger on the roaring sea

A devil rises In my h~art
Far worse than any death to me

»dj£r ,h"°*bts followed him all alongthe wide sea ways and Into storms and into
Sj..'"d,;"1" Strange ports of the orient
,K?1, S^e would say, running in at

»
a lowering day. or when such a

n * . °k " sUet was beating that
"P **! wh.° iouW »tay at homo ventured
abroad I thought I'd jes' step over: youmuatbeso sort of dismal. But vou know
it ain t blowing any such way as this down
on the other side of the globe "

''W®U- Rhody. yon must think' As If l
didn t know that?" was the reply, with a
toss of thf sle**k black head.

'I suppose" Rhody continued, "tl» sun'*

^h~I^henis"*h l° mel0nl, d<mn therv

I'm^sure/'Wh° 0<>' W,,,!? 1 ?°* kn°»-

.
Ann, do you mean to sav von

don t fe,la. sorter wcrked £
7ou h££ down chlmb|y like this, and

pounding of the big waves

Tin * I.1"* h»r? 1 better!
h"* hard h seems, an' I made shift

to run over, t* cause I guessed youTheart
.J"ur throat every time the wind put,tj? "reat shoulder to the house "

^

lhlft ,Then "ou'<l better makem to run back. The idea! In

IV '1Vr<V''7WVy»V«V«V «

weather! And I'll be bound you ain't any
rubbe.s on "

"As If rubbers "

"You're alius so in the clouds. Rhody.
that you don't know where you set your
leet, an' both of 'em hev ben in a puddle,
and if yo' don't take your death o' cold.
You belter go home an' go to bed an' drink
a hot l«wl of thoroughwort tea."
"Ch, I'll jea' toast 'em by the fire here.

You alius do hev a good fire, Ann. I hope
Will's got is good a one wherever he is."
"What in the world does Will want with

a fire down under the equator?"
"I>o you suppose that's where he Is?"

said Rhody. wistfully, reaching the point
for which she started, her errand of con¬
solation having been occasioned chiefly hy
her wanting consolation herself, it may be.
"My. how it blows!"
"Or thereabouts," answered Ann, snip¬

ping off her threads.
"And you don't really feel concerned

about his being safe?"
"Well, you are soft, Rhody! For my part,

give VV ill a =tick anil a string and I'd trust
rim against any storm that blows."
Rhody looked at her admiringly. "You're

Jes' the wife for him, ain't you. Ann""' she
said, sweetly. "If I was a sailor's wife I
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should be scared to death and hide my
head in the blankets every time the weath¬
er changed. All the same, I don't believe
but what you be a little stirred up, an'
that s why I come over to keep you heart-
ened like. I suppose." she went on, dream¬
ily. looking Into the Are. "If one was high
enough to see, the earth would be like Miss
Biier's blue changeable silk, here a bit of
blue sea, and there a bit of gray storm, and
there a bit of green field, and there clear
silver blue again, all sort o' changeable
and shining, and you're here in the bit of
gray storm, an' Will's out there in the sil¬
ver blue.

*^°u,1.d. llke,t° know the good of sech
notions. Ida sight rather be thinking of
the peeny muslins Will will fetch home?''

I should think 'twas a plenty if he
brought himself home, if I was you, Ann "

I declare you're enough to make a per¬
son creep. What was that? Did you hear
the door rattle? Oh, Rhody, what if them

. thi ,8t°rlea la true! Sometimes, in
?£ the ni*ht- 1 »ake up in a

..the stories of the dead andd.*ne<J "-"or comin' to the door."

mti^err''" "°bbed ^ody, "I; oh, I re-

?f'k a^8aJl0r'8 cap and a visage paleAs he died on board of the Nightingale.
otlier^ l0ck,ed the,r arms about each

f"'to^ay-tO
af .r°Sl wS^whv WKth hCr °wn whlch"

WMf why she came over.

a

balm and pennyroyal for min,t and
becoming the v!IU. .u^'.^8 already
time, she sat in th^Ck oor^ if? at °dd
Ing, the breath of the S sew*
and honevsuokiM h]. ,

undying old rosesher^r^t^r,*srher-and
,bip a,ong »»-

thehsro>reSbS|hherhhaadd.^the 'aW>er °<
obedient to law himself »h !*£tk:u^ly
healthy living and hi ». .? ' e iaw
to buffet the' world .«hadv.earijr left her
rothing but the old h^L S, £OUId' wi«h
It had long fallen ^ for her portion,
it leaked t^ seHousIv bUt When
moved to aWhlr .,

" °ne room' Rhody

he cherished no »l-win onh'* de?ires' 11ut
On the contrary with . ,°.Unt ot lhat-
cumlocutlon, he induced the oth^**¦ °,r"
men, once when wui n-

other }oun^
him. and w7th VVm in .^at hr,e' to be»»

was ^ ill *ho first thought of the kind
,KndKPUt.,t in,° exc°ution; and she

was the happier thinking of the nobilitv
of hls "ature thus ^nanf-

thA", "he ras in th< rePairs them-fw! d as she sat in the porch now
this poor, silly Miss Rhody. she had an un¬spoken sense that it was Will's protSttonsurrounding her. and she dropped herneedle and leaned back and dreamed so
long that the low-flying birds regarded her

.orhe 'han lf 8he were the silver aspenwhich had sprung up wild In one of the old
pa t ns.
By some virtue of her temperament there

was hardly any trail of selfishness In Rho-
LKrSmw..Now 8he wa* building a bark

of which Will was to go master; or now
she was collecting bright strips to make
the carpet for Ann's new parlor; or. best

Was having Will's portrait paint-and hung up in a big gold frame in the
room, for all Ann's belong-

wm h"?£° l c character with whichWill hadTxiea Invested. And dream as shewould. Rhody could do Ann Ho wrong for
frn!^* Ky '

j
ot her thoughts differed

*?at fou°wed ^
aiw drank his jorum of grog and swore his
tS^d m^blT a P^ece of sculp¬tured marble differs from a» lump of soil*
except for a bit of flashing color a -hi*
common

a"d " Dame' lhey had nothing in

Ml2*' Ann and Wll
married and went off together

on the next voyage, if there were amTuuof meUnchoiy In Rhody s thoughts" It wis
only that sweet, poetic melancholy which

, °*i a. Pleasure in itself. And she
b*ck JoynJly. «nd gave

! "tU® tea to which Iry Hodgerefused to come, and at which she served

her quince preserves, that had candied
through lone knrplng. in the old Lowea-
stahi vara that she sold Best year to a
fancier for a sum sufficient to let her have
that portrait painted.the portrait she had
so Ion< felt the world would be poorer
without. The artist, a poor, wandering fel¬
low of aa uncertain talent, stared with her
during- the progress of the work, and one
and another came to assist with great
frankness, both concerning the painting
and the sitter, but. on the whole, not with
unkindness. She could never quite under¬
stand why Iry Hodge alone looked with a
cruel criticism upon that painting, making
unpleasant remarks about the angles of
the eyes, and saying that "Weather did.
did. as you may say.coarsen the color of a
man's skin." To her eyes the colors were
Will Mather's, and so were faultless, and
she had the thing sent to Ann at last, feel¬
ing as if she had given her the worth of a

kingdom.
And so the years crept by Miss Rhody.

It did not take many to fade her deli¬
cate tints, to bleach her pale hair, to leave
her the wraith of herself for thinness, to
settle her in her vocation as the village
nurse. But she would have told you that
she was happy. She enjoyed her evening
meeting, her preparatory lecture, her call
from the elder, her little tea gatherings.
Sometimes, when she was off duty, she had
a children's party in the old garilen. with
real tea in as many of her eggshell cups
as remained, with tiny sandwiches, with
l*>ney. arter which repast there were

feames and forfeits, the children adoruig
Miss Rhody on these occasions, although
when they met her In the street going
atout her business with her basket on her
arm they reco*mized the basket with a

sMg-ht sens?.!ion of awe, as the one !n which
she had first brought them to their moth¬
ers. and were persuaded that a damp place
at the fcvt of the garden, where the quince
bushes grew, and that was barred against
them by a tangle of br!ers. in some myste¬
rious way had to do with thj filling of that
basket. But or these picnicking tea parties
Miss Hhody was as ,7iuch a child herself as
any of them, except, perhaps, little Polly
Lavendar. who. after all, -vas more a sprite
than a child, now whirling like a dervish.
ik,w laughing uproariously abotit nothing,
t'll she cried, also about nothing, now
mounting through the scuttle and walking
the ridge-pole, with outstretched arms,
springing from the ea\es into a treetop,

K CAME TO ASSIST.

clutcihtng the branches and letting herself
down hand ever foot while Miss Rhody
shut her eyts ar.d screamed, and the other
children ached with desire to do what Polly
oxl. And then Polly, at Miss Rhody's re¬
proof, would burst into passionate crying
and run and hide her fsce in Mise Rhody's
throat and kiss and kiss her, and Miss
Rhody would feel her heart overflow on
Polly and on all the rest cn account of
Polly's tears and kLises. For all the chil¬
dren on the shore were Mirs Rhody's. I
don't know what she would have done If
there had been a Mather child, but fortu¬
nately for the other children there never
was one.
It was through the love of the children

that sometimes great spiritual renewal and
joy came to Mi9s Rhody. If she had her
superstition*, yva must pardon her: for ifshe thought she saw the soul of little MaryBurns hovering in a thin mist over the
body It had just left, you need not believeIt; but it comforted both herself andMary's mother. And as the breathing ofold Mr. Brier ccased to lift his wearybreast arid only moved his nerveless Hpsr.nd fluttered and fluttered there till itceased. If Miss Rhody saw a great whitebutterfly poised in flight above that falter¬ing lip, so far as she was concerned shereally did see a white butterfly, and It
meant whole gospels to her. She had neverlet the children chase the white butterfliessince she bad heard Will Mather relate
some legend of the ea*t. "They are littleChinese ghosts, the white butterflies," shesaid to the children. "They are flying roundthe world to flnd a way out of It. We mustrot hinder them."
Miss Rhody was with Sally Lavendar thenight that little Polly died. The child hadbeen In a delirium, and Sally had sat onone side of the bed holding her; MissRhody on the other. Humphrey was pac¬ing up and down the big outer kitcheu, likea wild animal In a cage, and Polly having

dropped Into a momentary sleep, Sally hadjust gone to him. It was just before dawn,and a great star, like a shining tear, hungon the sky. Suddenly the child awoke, ap¬parently all herself. "Oh, It is dark. It isdark. I am afraid P* she cried presently."Take my hand! Somebody! Lead me!"
"It's all right, Polly, darling. I'm here,"cried Miss Rhody. "You're only dreaming,dear. Don't you see the lamp? Here's myhand." And then Sally came running back.She turned up the light, but it flickeredand went out. She threw herseir on thebed again, and took Polly's head on herbreast. "Why," said Polly, 'It Isn't dark

at all now. You brought the light in with
you, ma. DM you bring the people, too?See them, see them! The pretty girl withthe sweethrter.the children's faces! Oh,they are like the blossoms in ths appletree, so many of them, so many of them!
They are going to take me with them.yes,!'¦ coming!" And as the breath left her
lips with the words. Miss Rhody declared
she saw aa plainly as she ever saw any¬thing in her life that girl with the sweet-
brier. in one light lovely as youth and Joy,in another with the look at age that Sally'slittle grandmother had.saw, too, thatcloud of cherub faces, a wall of them, like
roses thick upon a golden trellis, before
Sally's desolate wail brought her back to
pain and grief and her consoling work
again. For Bally believed that Rhody saw
It all, and grieved that she was not goodenough to see it herself. She was bereft;
but looking at Humphrey she did nor
grieve for Polly.
Ann did not always go to sea with her

husband. When stttiM. ft* toft the herat their boun with, pi* Bhody, who «al
to so in and air it once to "a while. It was
aired much more frequently than need
was.there seemed to-Rhedy much dangerof the portrait's getting moldy or mil¬
dewed or something^} Rhsdy used to tot
the sun in and gaze on It,. hose days, with
a forgetful rapture. And the voyageswhen Ann remained at hope It went bardwith Rhody if she did not get In to seeAnn.and the picture=-ev.ry afternoon forJust a n.omcnt or two. And in the nigbtsof her sick watching! shtftised to find awindow where «he rould look out at thestars and wonder if Will saw them, too,and if he was thinking 6T the shore andof Ann and of her. perhaps, also. Andwhen down at the p*rt t&e bark came Insafe and sound, she had a renewed as¬surance that the worjd was right side up.But one voyage th* bark did not comeback. A typhoon swept the Indian seas,and the bones of thi Man o' Mull werestrewn from Celebes to Malabar. And asfor Will Mather, no one knows where hisgrave is to this day.When the loss was a definite thing to theunderwriters, Ann received her insurance
money, a tidy little sum for her small wayof life, and she put on her black, and intime she took it oft again, and, a brisk andbusy body, she took her pleasure with herneighbors as she had always done. If hsrwash was out before Mrs. Burns' whitenedthe yard behind. If her baked beans were
pronounced one atom crispir thin Mrs.Dennis', if the recipe for her rule of fruitcake was in demand, if she had cherrytonic and Jellies to send to the ailing. Ifher house cleaning was ov2r the first alongthe shore, if her best black silk wouldstand alone. If she knew all that was goingon. and keeping one eye on Sally I^aven-dar's door had the last news of Humphreyand his odd bihavior, and another eye onthe eolngs and comings of the rest of thevlllape, she was content enough, and after
a while Ann was not at all unhappy, and
even had a mild satisfaction In Iry Hodge'sadmiration of her still buxom beauty.But It was a much longer time beforeMiss Rhody would acc'pt the fact of WillMather's loss. He had been so full of lifeand vigor she could never make him dead.She was always expecting to see him stepdown from the coach every timi it camelumbering along from port. She did notsee a strange boat in the stream along theshore but she thought it might hold Will.Every time she ran over to Ann's shehoped to h»ar a great voice roaring out awelcome; and when that failed to soundshe still had time to hope Ann had had aletter saying he had been wrecked on des¬ert shores, and was now on his way homeagain. Hir dreams were all of this. Nowshe saw him struggling with night andstorm in the black seas, now wanderingforlorn among strange folk of a strangetongue, now cast on barren places andwatching feverishly the gleam of a sail
upon the sky line, and every dream a mis¬
ery, and chiifly a misery because the at¬
mosphere of power with which Will hadalways been clothed In her mind was want¬ing there. But, on the other hand, her daydreams were a Joy. In them, as she wentabout h?r nursing, as she washed the
newly born or stroked the newly dead, asshe sat at home sewing in her parlor. Will
was always returning, after multitudinousdeep-sea adventures: she saw him hurrying
up the road and entering to Ann, big and
bronzed and full of glad expectation, and,although she varied the dream a thousand
v ays, it was always the same dream.Will
Mather coming home.
You may judge, then, of her dismay when

she hiard that the banns were publishedfor Ann Mather and Iry Hodge; for some¬
how Ann had not been able to bring herself
to break the news to Rhody. She hurried
over; as you may ^uppdSe. "Ann!" aha
cried. And then sh? ?bftem*d the reproach.
"Ann, dear, what does It-imean? Do youknow what they ara. saying about you?
Really, you must not let Try in so much.
It Is making no end of talk. They say-
people say.Oh. I know 'they say' is a liar!
But they do say.that.you are going to
marry Iry!" I;
"And so I am," said, Ann^ But she look¬

ed out of the wlndo^.
Rhody sat frozen to stone. She could

not move her lips it first. And when
she could, it was only to whisper "You
are Will Mather's tf'ffe."'
"Oh. you b* still., Rhody," said Ann,

biting oft the thread'with which she was
runnii.g up the breadths of a fine wed¬
ding garment and showing all her hand¬
some teeth.
'"Why, I can't be stfll," whispered
Rhotiy, who for the lite of her could not
move. "What will Will say 7'"Nothing. I guesa."
"But if he should come back, Ann," gath¬

ering strength.
"What a simpleton you are. Rhody.After al" these years an' the insurance

paid and all. You're a perfect death's
head at the feast. An' look here, f won't
have you talking so to me. And Iry
wouldn't like it all "

"Oh, Iry!" with infiinlte contempt.
"Yes, Iry. I always liked Iry. An' he's

the lawyer of this village, an' 'tisn't everyone marries the lawyer. And every one
respects him."
"lry's well enough. I ain't nothin' to

say against Iry. I've alius liked him,too. But Iry ain't no business here."
"He ain't comin' here. I'm goin' to his

house."
"Ann! Well.I do' no' how you can Stan'

that long-winded talk o* his'n."
. "Rhody, if you wasn't my oldest frlen'."
"I'm more'n your frlen". I'm your blood

relation. I've a right to speak, an' you've
a right to think shame of yourself. And
to think what if Will "

"The Man-o'-Mull hesn't ben heard from
for more'n seven years. And I'm quitewithin the law. Iry says bo."
"But there was Robinson Crusoe "

"Oh, Rhody. you'll be the death of me
yet; I believe you're as crazy as Hum¬
phrey Lavendar. I guess one Robinson
Crusoe'11 do. An' now you've spoke out
and done your duty, your conscience's
clear, an' so is mine. I was a good wife
to Cap'n Mather, and I shall be a goodwife to Iry Hodge."
"Then," murmured Rhody, the teara

pouring over her face and her thin, pur¬ple-veined hands, with which she tried to
bide them, "the day you merry Iry.Oh,
my! I don't know how you can.I should
think you would be.. You needn't ask me
to come to tho weddin'-^I shan't counte¬
nance it. But you will send me over Will's
picture, then, won't you? You won't wantit for a reminder. And I'd better take careof it for you."
"I don't know," said Ann. glancing upat the dark and dashing likeness. "It

looks good on the wall. "I've kep' the
frame real bright. There ain't nothin'
mean about Iry; he wouldn't put Will
out'n his place. But, there.you alius dla
set by it. An' you paid for it, anyway.An' " Perhaps some tender memory
swept over Ann. "Yes," she went on, "l
guess It belongs most to you. But.but
Will belonged to me!" And then Ann be¬
gan to cry and Rhody kissed her.she
couldn't help it; It was Ann. And then
she ran home as if a ghost pursued her.
One day the picture came, and Rhody

put it upstairs in the spare room. It was
not for all the world to see. And she made
a case for It as tenderly as ever Elaine
wrought on that for Lancelot's shield, if
it were not so beautiful.it was of crazy
patchwork, a thing of silken shreds and
patches. She made Herself ,a black gown,
too in those days. She Had always worn
light colors about the fcickl she said it was
more cheerful for thetn: iod rainy after¬
noons she had madA-a p<Mnt of putting
on a bit of bright rltibon.j or a flower, or
a gay apron, or her toparf.brea^tpin. as if
some pleasant thingJwfcrt expected. But
she slipped into her «acklown now. say¬
ing nothing to any foe- If it had been
cloth of gold and ifewn With Jewels it
would have been less precious, for to her
It was the symbol oO something she was
doing for Will. But,ana on all the
shore, except perhapajSaUy Lavendar. had
an Idea that Miss Khodv was wearingKtm»lr 11 "

Days end night*, away ** her work, she
felt that her house Held something sacred
now. To go hone tft.ttijp tt£t picture,
was to look forward to a Joy. She seldom
allowed herself to S^_ at it. Sunday
mornings sometimes.' wwore meeting?.
communion Sunday *KJ*ni«gs~*he stole la
and let the sun fall through the open shut¬
ter a moment, and looked at.'the bold,black eyes . that followed hen; tho hair
Uke a mass of carved ebony, the ruddy
cheek, tho laughing mouth, and Will was
then more alive to her than ever. When
the great equinoxes blew she comforted
herself again by the assurance that it
gave a robust Ute. And summer Sunday
nights she sat a little sfhil* before It, a
moonbeam slanting over It and refiningit and giving it an air almost of unreality.And in those WW® ¦*» felt » deep-
peace la her heart.. Ana waa the ;hapgywife of Iry Hodge; rbut. there was,a lite
to come, and in that, who knew? To be
sure. In that life they aeither marry nor
are given In marriage; hut love, service,.r.mp.i.i«i.M» those things must belongto alt Uvea.Only, only-lf Will Mathershould come home again! She covered tho
portrait quickly leat that moonlightedface should figure rudely in. the dreasnaof the night because of that foolish fearof hers.

ALL PARIS AWHEEL
TradeoMB Bow Bids When Erst

They Went Afoot

IILLHEB GIRLS AID BUTl

They Flit Along Carrying Their
Bundles on Their Heads.

SOLDIERS ON BICYCLES

I!
Special Correspondence of Tke Krenlns Star.

PARIS, January 21, 1896.
F IM NOT OUT ON
my wheel today,'
said a Parisian, "It is
only because pedal¬
ing does not warm
the feet. The roads
could not be better."
This is the way of

the Paris winter.
There is seldom a

day in which out¬
door exercise is not
pleasant. When the
rain falls steadily the
mud may discourage

the fervent wheelmen, as cold feet may on
the days when skating is in order. But
days of either of these kinds are rare. So
far there has been only a single day when
the ponds in the Bois du Boulogne were
frozen over, and the frequent wet days ot
the Paris winter amount to little more than
intermittent drizzles with dry spells in be¬
tween.
Wheeling for business Is quite as much

followed In January as in July. For
pleasure it depends partly on the superior
attractions of skating and partly on the
whims of the wheelman or woman. It is
quite like riding horseback in the Bois. The
alleys between gray, leafless trees are never
gayer with trim gowned ladies and correct
cavaliers than now.
It is the use of the wheel for business

purposes that is most interesting to the

Tke Botcher's Boy.
foreigner at present, because it is so differ¬
ent from what he sees at home. It has
taken on a wonderful development in Paris,
to the advantage of every one concerned.
The holidays, when butcher, baker and
candlestick-maker are all at their wits'
ends in supplying the needs and change¬
able caprices of their customers, have
brought out any number of examples.

How the Florist's Man Rides.
The first Is the florist's man. Every

fetcher and carrier in France, when his
burden will allow it, bears his freight on
his hatless head. This leaves him free to
put his hands in his pocket, to whistle as
he goes, for want of thought, to look at the
windows of the shops and linger in everycrowd.
Until the end of the second empire, not

30 years ago the workingwomen of Paris
were always bareheaded, as they often are
even now. This may have given to the
race the heads of hair which justify the
top-heavy, beribboned, feathered and flow¬ered hats which the Parlsienne Is so apt to
wear as a crown of the great mass of hairwhich she wears b%ushed up, back anafrcnt. In massive colls. But the French¬
woman is growing fashionable, even amongthe poor; and they cover their heads with
cheap hats, to which their tasteful Angersgive chic and grace with a few cheap rib¬bons and flowers.
The men still cling to their comfort, andthe llrst act of the florist's man, before he

,\

Carries Messages of Lore and War.

sets out with his basket of gifts which he
has to deliver, is to put on his head the
round, stuffed ring which will balance his
basket In its place. Then he mounts his
wheel, the basket Is lifted on to his head.
and he Is off.
Some of these baskets are veritable gar¬

dens, a ynrd and more long. They arc put
lengthwise, for fear of collisions with pro¬
jecting wagon tops in the crowded streets.
With what address the man spins along
the Champs Elvsees. In and out of the long
line of equipages going to or returning
from the Bois!
I have never seen an accident.but I have

seen the rider with his hands In his pockets
to keep them warm on the fresh wintry
days, while his head bore hla burden and
his feet guided his motion on the wheel,
which has come as a blessing to men of his

.

Her Taamtlss Feet Gayly PrtaWsg
Away.

sort, as wen u to ill others. The tight of
him Is not rare at this season, when the
recognised mode of responding to hospitali¬
ty Airing the year for a single man.and
Paris Is the city of eld bachelors-Is to send
Hewers to the various hostesses.

Another ersrnple Is the butcher's boy,
carrying tbe poultry which Is tn demand at
tUa season In every apartment la Parts.
With 1dm it has led to a change In the cos-
tame which he still wears when on foot.
That is a long white apron with a Mb, tied

ow rest and shirt slffVB, with the Ion*
steel of bts trade at his side. 8teel and
apron would be considerably In his way on
Uu wheel, and so ho has discarded then
for a whit* betted In Mouse like the Sortst:
and like him he has added to his bare head
the mil i seal j cushion on which to uponMa truffled turkeys and chickens.
Tike soldier on the bicycle Is as common

a sight in the Paris of today as the soldier
on foot, or marly so. There are 25.001) men
In the permanent garrison of Paris, and
each regiment has Its bicycle corps. At the
maneuvers they wheel In solid bodies, dis¬
solving squares, and the rest.which is
pretty and shows how well they are train¬
ed. but Is of douotful utility In war.
But the wheeling of soldiers separately

through the streets of Paris must be use¬
ful for the time when there will be need of
many such messengers In perfect trim. All
the messages of the ordinary barrack life
.from the love notes of the officers to the
less serious business of mess and official
errands.are carried back and forth by the
soldiers of the bicycle service. They wear
the cape o' tunic of their special l:ne of
service when it is cold, or go off In their
every-day uniform.
The pusxie of the stranger to Identifythe different uniforms is a perpetual pleas¬

ure to the curious in military affairs.

Florist Delivers His Goods Awheel.

When the sword Is a part of the make-up.
P.S is the case of certain branches of the
guards, it is not dispensed with for so sim¬
ple a reason as its inconvenience on the
wheel. It is the business of the soldier to
solve the problem.

Theirs not to reason why,
Theirs but to do and die!
Dangerous to Hearts.

Those who die on the wheel In Paris are
chiefly done to death by the coachmen, who
seem to have sworn to exterminate bicy¬
cles, although, so far, they fear the au¬
tomobiles. Owing to the frequent acci¬
dents, an attempt has been made to ex¬
clude cyclists from the more crowded
streets of tl-e city. It is not likely to prove
successful, for France is a democracy, and
every male Frenchman is a soldier, and the
soldier Is a cyclist.which was to be dem¬
onstrated.
Soon every Frenchwoman will also mount

her wheel and away.and not for pleasure
only. Pleasure trips on the bicycle have
already destroyed the old-time amusement
of canoeing in rivet resorts near the city.
In the last few months a sight had been

seen along the Paris streets which presages
death to another Parisian Institution. This
Is the "trottln".the milliner's and dress¬
maker's girl, who "trots" along the street
with her wHte oasteboard box. containing
the goods which she is charged with de¬
livering to the customer.
She has always been the delight of the

music halls, in whose songs, a la Yvette
Guilbert, she wa-i supposed to be followed
by the "vieux monsieur." as who should
say by the bald head of the first row before
the ballet.
The naughty old chap will now have to

learn the wheel, with danger from gout
and varicose and all the other ailments of
his age. For the shop girl has been seen In
(the land, with her box safely tied on her
back, her bloomers well astride the saddle,
and her taunting feet gayly pedaling away
in the Paris winter to the fine ladies who
would fain claim all the admiration of
men, young and old.

STERLING HEILIG.

ART AND ARTISTS.
The striking study head that Mr. Howard

Helmlck has recently finished of Mr. Wil¬
liam Saunders Is full of character and ex¬

pression and is painted in a direct, simple
way in which every stroke of the brush
tells. The face is seen In profile, and a

strong effect of light and shade accentuates
the strongly marked features. In color It
Is notably good, and the same Is true of a
small full-length portrait of Mrs. Catlln,
though this canvas is painted with a very
different palette. The flesh tints are es¬
pecially interesting in this likeness, as the
artist has set down those subtle and deli¬
cate shades which many painters Ignore,
but which are essential in giving the bloom
of youth and health. The figure Is placed
almost in the center of the canvas, and the
erect pose gives a certain formal severity
to the arrangement which detracts slight¬
ly from the pleasure that one takes In the
modeling and color.

*
* a

On her return from New York Miss Aline
Solomons resumed work In her studio, and
'a number of partly finished studies testify
to her Industry. Her study of a woman
with a heavy mass of jet black hair prom¬
ises most successful results, but visitors to
the studio may look with more favor upon
the small study head that she is now work¬
ing uoon. It Is a likeness of Miss Irma
Peixotto, the skillful modeling and sub¬
dued charm of color of which make It one
of the most completely satisfying pastelsthat has come from Mis* Solomons' hand.

*
* ?

Among the works of art belonging to pri¬
vate collections In Washington the tapes¬
tries owned by Mr. Charles M. Ffoulke eas¬
ily take a foremost place, as well on account
of their historic and artistic value as by
reason of the unique character of the col¬
lection. Mr. Ffoulke has made a special
study of old tapestries and has gained pos¬
session of many valuable specimens, those
illustrating the story of Eneas and Dido be¬
ing among the most notable. This series,which occupies nearly all the wall spaceIn Mr. Ffoulke's large tapestry gallery,
came into his hands through the Barberinifamily, in whose possession it had been fortwo centuries and a half. They were wovenin the looms established in the Barberini
palace, the cartoons having been paintedby Romanellus and interpreted by Waut-
ers, a master weaver of Flemish ancestry.In composlticn they are masterly, and the
dignity of conception and skill in execution
show that artist and weaver united theirbest efforts in this chef d'oeuvre. Throughthe limitations of the weaver's art the mostsubtle effects of color and light and shade
are, as a rule. Impossible, and the beautyof a tapestry must lie largely in the ar¬
rangement, the strength and simplicity ofdrawing, the richness and harmony ofcolor and the llfellkeness and spirit withwhich the scene is reproduced.

. .

* *Mr. Paul Putxkl Is busy preparing far his
exhibition of ceramics, and his studio is
filled with the new specimens which he will
display next weak at YeerbofTs. ComingInto his atelier on a raw January day, the
room liems truly a-bloon with the fra¬
grant Ma.. of summer. Rases smile
from their china, prteon. aristocratic or¬
chids nod their stately heads, and tempting
fruit may also be seen, though the artist
shows his skill more often In Bowers. He
has quite appropriately decorated a largetankard and punch bowl with grapes hang¬ing In heavy purple dusters, and on these
two pieces the delicate drawing of the
vines, with their curling tendrils, is worthyof note. On on3 set of dishes be baa
painted differed kinds of berries with
great truth, and there la equally artistic
work In. a flab set. ornamented with lob¬
sters, crabs, fishes, sea weed aad aea
shHls. with touches of opalescent coloring.

*
* »

It hi not oftea that oae sew a finer Dao-
blgny than the large Itnftacape now at
Fbcher*3^ The rich bat quiet harmony of
cclor is suferk u< there is a rare lumi¬
nous quality lu the sunsst sky against
which the houses in ths middle distance
are strongly silhouetted. The dark douds,
acting as a foU to this glowing bit of sky.

j heighten the effect, and the picture la one
which carries finely when seen from mor*
thaa the usual distance. Anion* the other
new *T«mpl*« there U the Barbiaon achool
are a mellow-toned Millet aad two ahiep
pictures by Jacque, which ahow his style
at aa early and a late period. There la
also aa early Core*, which la full of artis¬
tic feeling, though It Is not executed in the
mu>, poetic manner by which he is best
known. The most striking picture now in
the gallery la the immense caaras by Ben¬
jamin Constant, a brilliant color study that
displays the celebrated painter's showy
technique. It is an eastern scene, in which
a dark-eyed oriental woman is being lulled
to sleep by the tinkling of stringed instru¬
ments. A curtain drawn sharply back re-
reals a wide sweep of deep blue sta. and
in the clever opposition of brilliant colors
thla picture to a veritabl! tour de force.

a
a a

Mr. W. H. Coflln has given up his studio
here and will leave In a few days for Chi¬
cago, where several commissions await
him. He expects to stay there about two
months, and he will then return to Wash¬
ington for a short stay before going abroad
to continue his studies. While In Vir¬
ginia he painted several portraits, and suc¬
ceeded In catching a characteristic pose for
each subject. His poses are almoat always
natural and unaffected, as he simply
chooses some attitude that he finds by ob¬
servation to be most characteristle of the
sitter. The large full-length portrait that
he h.u been painting of Mrs Washington
McLean is the most seriously studied can¬
vas that he has yet done, and the hand¬
some accessories in the painting render it
more than usually interesting from the
pictorial standpoint. The high-backed tnp-
eetry-covered Maximilian chair In which
Mrs. Mcl^ean Is seated makes a taking l>lt
of detail In the composition. The figure Is
treated with simple dignity, and is painted
with a skill that shows what the artist can
do when at his best.

*
a a

A collection of water colors by five or
six different artists is now to be seen at
Veerhoffs. Some of tlx Be have compara¬
tively little interest, being subjects of a
rather conventional sort treated with vary¬
ing degrees of skill, but one or two of the
marines by Neil Mitchell lend attractive¬
ness to the collection, because of the nice
effect of light on the water and good
movement of the waves to be found In his
work. He has given the reflection of the
light upon the surface of the waves par¬
ticularly well in one moonlight scene,
though In this the surf has perhaps not?
been painted with the same skill.

*
3k *

In place of the usual Saturday evening
sketch class at the Art league, the even¬
ing was given up last week to Mr. Moeer,
who talked to the students about his ex¬
periences in Germany, where he spent con¬
siderable time year before last. He also
showed them a number of his German
sketches, which were much enjoyed and
appreciated by his audience.

The sketch exhibition at the new gallery
of the Society of Washington Artist*. Hl'jr
Ccnnectlcut avenue, was to have closed to¬
day, but it is probable that It will lie kept
open another week, In order to give a still
larger number an opportunity it viewingthe collection. The attendance has hern
large In spite of bad weather, but there
have been very few sales.

An art loan exhibition of much more
than ordinary Interest and attractiveness
is one projected for the benefit of the Home
for Incurables lr. this city, to be held in
the old Corcoran Gallery building, for a

period of two weeks, in April next. Pre¬
liminary arrangements were mad-5 at a
meeting recently held at the residence of
Mr. Archibald Hopkins, and a permanent
organization was effected by the election
of Mrs. A. C. Barney, president; Miss
Ernst. secretary, and Percy Morgan, treas¬
urer. It Is Intended that the exhibit shall
lr.clude high-class examples not only of
the graphic and plastic arts, but also the
best products attainable In the more attrac¬
tive lines of industrial art. With these
ends in view, standing committees on the
several sections were appointed, as follow-:
Executive: Ralph Cross Johnson, Calderon
Carlisle, Charles Poor, Jeffry Parsons,
John E. I.«dge and the officers ex officio.
Paintings, Statuary and Bronzes: F. B.
McGuire, Robert Hinckley, V. G. Fischer
and Archibald Hopkins. Building and
Hanging: F. S. Barbarln, Mrs. James
Lowndes, Charles Poor, W. H. Veerhoff
and Max Weyl. Decoration: J. C. Horn-
blower. James R. Marshall. Thomas Nel¬
son Page. Mrs. E. F. Andrews and F. S.
Barbarin. Laces and Fans: Mrs. Hobson,
Mrs. Percy Morgan and Miss Williams.
Textiles and Hangings: C. M. Ffoulke and
J. B. Henderson. Miniatures: Mrs. James
Lowndes, Mrs Edward O. Wolcott and Mr.
Fischer. Entertainment: Mrs. Hopkins,
Mrs. Boarfman and Mrs. Arnold Hague.
Contributions for the several departments
will be sought not only from the best pri¬
vate collections In this city, but from other
cities and artistic centers, and It Is under¬
stood that enough favorable assurances to
insure the suocess of the affair have al¬
ready been received, so that It may safetybe looked forward to aa one of the notable
events of the year, considered from anypoint of view.

*
* *The question having been asked of the

editor of that paper which of two paint¬
ings of "The Horse Fair" Is the original
picture, a correspondent of the Boston
Transcript throws the following light on
the subject: "Roaa Bonheur s great paint¬
ing of 'The Horse Fair' is In the Metro¬
politan Museum In New York. It was
bought for $53,000 at the sale of the A. T.
Stewart collection in New York in April,
1887, by Cornelius Vanderbllt, who after¬
ward presented It to the museum, for which
special destination It was, indeed, pur¬
chased. This is the original painting that
made the artist famous, and Is the one that
Is always thought and spoken of as her
masterpiece. The size of the canvas Is
eight feet by sixteen feet eight Inches. The
representation of the same subject In Lon¬
don Is very*much smaller, being only three
feet eleven Inches by eight feet two and a.half inches in size, and is a replica; that is,it was repeated by the artist from the largepicture, on a reduced scale, mainly, It was
understood, for the purpose of being repre¬sented by steel engravings, lithography,
etc. Landseer engraved a steel plate on :i
large scale from it." To this it may be
added that on the occasion of the Stewart
sale above referred to the trustees of the
Corcoran Gallery concluded to acquire the
painting, and a member of the committee
on works of art attended the sale with that
object in view. The bidding was spiritedbetween him and another gentleman, andthe gallery representative carried the com¬
petition up to $52..VI)i. when it came to his
knowledge that his opponent was author¬ized ami Instructed to obtain the canvas at
any price, whereupon he withdrew from the
contest, and the prize was knocked downto Mr. Vanderbllt's representative, as stat¬ed above, tot $33,000.

*.« Jmmt as Hr M(Slt.
Prom the lndtinapoUs JonraaL
"Johnson wants to borrow some money oi

me. D3 you know anything about him?"
"I know him aa well as I do you. Iwouldn't IA him have a cent!"

Aa Offer.

"My good man. I win give ,If you will take my littie FIdo 1*1
tK/s " ~


